CHAPTER   IX
THE    PRICE    OF    POLITICS
By 1918 the question of memory became a serious
consideration in my make up. During big battles
I invariably lost my power for remembering names,
owing to want of sleep, on about the third day; so
I always had the names of my colonels and senior
officers tabulated in my notebook for reference,
All other things I could remember. I did all other
things and met situations as they arrived, almost
automatically; but names even of men I knew quite
intimately escaped me.
I also used to make the most stupid spelling
mistakes in writing reports at all times in 1918, a
fact possibly due to a lack of newspaper and book
reading; so I invariably carried a Collins' Gem
Dictionary in my pocket to meet this lapse.
My young staff captain entirely lost the use of
his legs for two days, at the end of theTMarch battle,
owing to fatigue. I have heard of brigade and
divisional commanders who used to read yellow-
backed novels during the process of big battles; but
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